Let me intreat you here to be, 
Until my lite doth end. 
Now leave to talk of love, 
And humbly on your knee, 
Direct your prayer to God, 
But mourn no more for mes | 
In love as we have liv'd, — 
In love too let us part; 
And as a token of my love, 
Do kiſs thee with my heart. 
Oh! ftaunch thoſe briny tears, 
Your weeping is in vain 
I am not loſt, for we in heaven, 
One day ſhall meet again. 
With that ſhe turn'd afide, 
As cne diſpos'd to fleep, 
And .as a lamb departed life, 
While friends did forely weep. 
Her true love ſeeing this, 
Did tetch a grievous groan, 
And the? his heart was burſt in twain, 
And thus he made his moan. | | 
O diſmal and unhappy dav ! 
A day of grief and care, | 
Which hath bereft the ſun ſo high, 
W hoſe beams refreſh the air. 
Now woe unto the world, 
And all that therein dwell ; 
Oh! that I were with thee in heav'n, 
For now I live in hell. | 
And now this lover lives 
A.diſcontented lite; 
Whoſe bride was-brought-unto the grave, 
A maiden and a wife- 
A garland freſh and fair, | 
Of lilkes there was made, 
1o ſign of her virginity, 
And on her coffin kid, 
Six maidens all.in white 
Did bear her to the pound 5 
The bells did ring in ſolemn ſort, 
Ce And made a doleful ſound, 
„In earth they laid her then, 
Por hungry worms a prey, 
=: 50 ſhall the faireſt face. alive 
At length be brought to clay. 


When we had knit the Mot 
Of holy wedlock's band, 
Like alablaſter join'd to jet, 
So ſtood we hand in hand. 
When, lo! a chilling cold 
Struck every vital part, 
And griping grief like pangs of death, 
Seiz*d on my true love's heart. 
Down in a {woon ſhe fell, 
As cold as any ſtone; 
Like Venus picture lacking life, 
So was my love hrought home. 
At length the roly rea, 
Throughout her comely face, 
As Phebus beams with wat*ry clouds, 
Are covered for a ſpace. 
When with a grievous groan, 
And voice both hoarſe and dry, 
Farewel, faia ſhe, my loving friends, 
For I this day muſt die. 
The meflenger of God, 
With golden trump ! ſee, 
With many other angels more, 
W ho ſound and call for me. 
Inftead of muſic ſweet, 
Go toll my paſſing bell, 
Her pretty lilly hands, And with ſweet flowers ſtrew my grave, 


With fingers long and ſmall; 75 hie e i pp —_—_ OT. 
In colours like the earthly clay, 5 My cork ee v ſeat 
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me moara, come mourn with me, 
| You loyal lovers all, 
Lament my loſs in weeping woe, 
Whom griping grief doth thrawl. 
Like to the drooping vine, 
Cut by the gardener's knife: 
Even ſo my heart with ſorrow ſlain, 
D-tiy bleed for my ſweet wife. 
By death, that griſly ghoſt, 
My turtle dove is lain; 
And] am left, unhappy man, 
To ſpend: my days ia vain. 
Her beauty, late ſo bright, 
Like roſes in their prime, 


Yea cold and. ſtiff withal, 1 
When as the morning ſtar And gentle mother, be ſo kind, 


| | To bring my winding-ſheer. 
Her golden gates had ſpread „ I 
And the eee ſun aroſe FE © wedding-dinner dreſt, 


* , Beſtow upon the poor, 
Forth from fair Thetis* bed. And on the hungry, needy, maim' d, 


Then did my lover wake | Wk: 
Mot like a lilly flower, | I E alef „ 
And as the lovely Queen of May. 4 My bride-maids for ts be, 


VE 6g woes 3 e bower. G0 cauſe ſome curious Car pente, 
| 5 To make a cheſt for me. 


f | Nl INE IL e ee My bride-laces of filk | 
Is waſted like the ſummer ſnow, (_ As fair as any Dian's nymphs, 5 tow'd 10 1 * 
2 By force of Phebus ſhine. So look'd my lovely, bride. M 15 vat = ok 1 thn: 14 
Her fair and coloui'd cheeks, | ; And as fair Helen's face T o 1 I 5 4 15 Te 
- Now pale and van her eyes, ED Gave Grecian eames the lurch, A 13 my 15 3 
Which late did ſhine like chriſtal ſtars, / g So did my dear exceed in fight GL all aegis Mord qo 
Alas! their ligut it dies. | Oy All virgins in the church, My husband and my friend. 
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